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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
| do not own any of these people, or the Clash\'s music or anything. This is just for my own fun, no money is 
being made off of it. 


Not many people know it, but Joe's a morning person. 


Mick knows it, because in the mornings Joe's wrapped up in his arms with the most beautiful and calm smile a 
human being's ever made. Paul knows it because Joe's really nice in the morning and makes him coffee (and if 
he's lucky, toast and jam). Topper knows it, because he comes up with the best lyrics in the morning. You can 


practically see the ideas and the passion in Joe's mind when he writes sometimes, and the mornings bring out 


the best in him. 


But for the rest of the Clash, not so much. Mick can't function in the morning. At all. Interrupting his sleep is 
like a suicide mission 


Paul will get up just fine though, and sometimes up first--to paint, he says, and they'll wake up and find Paul 


fast asleep in a chair with a pencil or a paintbrush in his hands, and ten or twenty sketches fluttering out the 
open window. 


Topper will only get up if Paul gets him up. Once Mick tried to wake him to head to the studio and it earned 
him a black eye. For Topper, a gentle nudge and a "hey, Nicky" from Paul is better than an alarm clock. 


Some mornings Mick will get up when Joe gets out of bed, will let him lean on his chest and watch London 


below them from Il stories up. 


Other times Topper will get up at the same time as Joe and take a walk with him, smiling and chatting about 


life and about how annoying Paul is and how Mick's hair looks weird when it rains. 


Occasionally Paul will shake Joe awake and pull him out of bed just before sunrise, pointing enthusiastically 
because "| can paint that! Isn't it beautiful? Look at the colors!" 


Joe loves mornings because of the innocence they pertain; early in the morning before the riots begin and the 
gunshots are heard and before the streets are busy and crammed. It seems like Joe would be the opposite-- 
he (barely) makes a living singing about how bad London is, how things need to be changed and the controlling 


government--but in the mornings, Joe can look past all that. 


